<t/l plea fant Comedy, of 

Is very painfull. ^ 

y 0 " 3 ^ 11 * 5 ^ °^ h ^ t ^ I.Ixvarrant you. 
Take aU, and pay all^II goe through my hands, 5 

And he is fuch an honeft man,if he rtiould chance 
I o come and nnde a man heere^we fliould 
Haue no hoe with him.Hce s a parlous man. 

Sim.h he indeed ? 


t juf C tT S ^ OU ? Goc * keepe him abroad : 
Lord bleiTc me, who knocks there ? 

For Gods fake ftep into the Counting-houfe, 

While I goe fee who’s at the doore. . 

Hefteps into the C ounting-houfe.. 
What Iohn Rugby. Iohn, 6 

Are you come fir, already ? 

She opens the doore, 

Dotf .1 be-gar I be forget my oyntmenr. 

Where be Iohn Rugby ? 


Enter Iohn. 

Rug.Hccre fir,do you call? 

Doll. I you be Iohn Rugby ,and you be lacke Rugby, 
Goe run vp met your heeles, and bring away 
Dc oyntmenr in de vindoe prefent : 

Make hafte Iohn Rugby. (0 1 am almoft forgot 
My fimples in a box in de Counting-houfe : 

0 Iefliu vat be here, a deuella,a deuilla ? 

My Rapier Iohn Rugby $ vat be you,vat make 
You in my Counting-houfe ? 

1 tinckc you be a teefe. 

OaM.Iefhu blefle me,we arc all vndone. 

S imO Lord fir no :■ I am no theefc, 
lam aScruingroan. 


the merry Wines of iCindfor ■. 

Mv name is Iohn Simple ,1 brought a Letter fir 
From my M.^Wer,about mifiris Anne Page 

Sir: Indeed that is my comming. 

Doff. I be-gar is dat all ? I obn Rugby giuc a ma Pen ati 

Inckc : tarchc vn pettit tarchc a little. 

The Bolter rentes. 

Sim.O God what a furious man is this ? 

Quick. it is well he is no worfe : 

I am glad he is fo quiet. 

Doe. Here, giue that fame to fir Hu, it berve chalenge 
Be-gar tell him I will cut his nafe 3 will you ? 
sim.l fir, lie tell him fo.. 

Doc. Dat be veil, my Rapier John Rugby, follow may. 

Exit Doff or, 

Quick. Well my friend ,1 cannot tarry. 

Tell your Mafter He do what I can for him. 

And fo farewell. 

SimMuty will 1,1 am glad l am got hence. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter Miffreffe Page, reading of it Letter. 

Af.P^.Miftris Page I loue you. Aske me no reafon, 
Becaufethcy’r impoffible to alledge.You arc faire. 
And l am fat. You loue facke,fo do I: 

As I am fure I haue no mind but to loue. 

So I know you haue no hart but to grant 
A foldior doth not vfe many words, wher he knowes^ 
A letter may ferue for a fentcnce.I loue you,. 
Andfolkaucyou. 

Tours, Sir John Falfiajfe 
R & 


Nowv 


